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Everyone grows lyrical about Ragusa (Dubrovnik), with
its fat pigeons and peaceful narrow streets. It is a honey-
moon place, like Budapest, Venice, Florence, Rome,

Naples, Athens. ... In a church in Dubrovnik I saw a
modern picture of the Virgin, with the following lines of
well-cut simplicity written beneath in a childish hand:

" Ave Maria,
Sei dolce e pia:
Vergine eletta
Fosti concetta
Senza peccato:
Ti fe il Creato
Vergine santa
Felice pianta:
Deste al mondo
Frutto giocondo. , . ."

Regretfully I left the Adriatic, taking the narrow-gauge
railway for Serajevo. There are no sleeping cars or
restaurant cars on this line, but I was comfortable, eating
cheese and a head of lettuce, washed down with red
wine.

Why do we needlessly complicate life? I am a sinner
in this respect myself, and tend with advancing years to
take undue thought about my food, but even from the
standpoint of greed, what more delicious than a crisp
salad, a mild country cheese, and Dalmatian wine? One
can taste the basic excellence of these things perfectly,
and enjoy their flavours, whereas no man can fully appre-
ciate all the tastes and sauces of a grand dinner, even if
the original ingredients are good, which they rarely are
in cities.

One should feel hungry twice a day, but almost every-
body who can afford to do so eats too much; and sleeps
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